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with the rustling of her silks as she led me on
gracefully into the room, and she filled the air with
a delicious perfume. After I made my bow to the
lady of the house, Mrs. d'Aguilar, and to some
others, Mrs. Robinson said, "Come, sit by me."
We sat apart from the company, and she kept me
for a long time in conversation, making me feel quite
at my ease, and I discovered as we proceeded in
conversation, that she had a natural taste for the
beautiful in art and also in poetry, and English
classical literature. She was in fact a lady of an
elegant and accomplished mind. I saw that she
was beautiful and I could not doubt that she had a
sweet temper. It was impossible that I could sit
before her without admiration, and I felt that she
was like a gift from the gods.
Mrs. Robinson was rather tall, of a dark com-
plexion, jet black hair, fine black eyes with remark-
ably long eyelashes, the nose was Grecian, and so
was the mouth, with a short, pouting upper lip, and
what a smile! The gently formed chin finished the
oval of her high-bred countenance, and her noble
figure was full of grace.
As time advanced and I became more at ease
with my kind friend, one evening I ventured to
describe the impression which the first sight of her
made upon me in the exhibition rooms. She said,
"I did observe your emotion very soon, for when